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whatever you need me to be 


by AliceFromLVJY 


Summary 


There's a hand on his dick soon enough. "May I?", Wilbur whispers right next to his ear, 
and Tommy shivers. 


"Got no bitches tonight, did you?", he giggles. Lifts his hips off the chair and up into 
Wilbur's touch anyway. 


Wilbur squeezes briefly. "I've got the only bitch I need right here with me." He says it with 
a confidence that feels so fucking filthy it makes Tommy's head spin. 


Late nights tend to be hazy. Wilbur wants to try something; Tommy indulges him. 


Notes 


cw for mentions of alcohol and unhealthy drinking habits. if you're as bad of a tag reader as 
iam: there's piss involved in this fic. 


See the end of the work for more notes 


Tommy's learnt how to wait ever since they moved in together. 


Still, he keeps having to fight his drooping eyelids while he tries his best to focus on the video 
Youtube is autoplaying on the laptop screen in front of him enough so he won't fall asleep— 


though Bayes' theorem, explained by the pleasant voice of the entirely-too-invested creator, doesn't 
do a lot to help. He shouldn't have clicked on their channel the other day. And if the Youtube 
algorithm wants to be intelligent and engaging, it should start reading the fucking room the same 
way TikTok already does, Tommy ponders sleepily. 


A key turning inside the flat door's lock rips him out of his trance. 


Wilbur's steps are measured and fairly light, his eyes find Tommy's without hesitation once he's 
standing in the doorframe of his room. The clock to the bottom right of Tommy's screen shows 
1:24 AM. One of the good nights, then. 


"Hey", Wilbur says simply, voice hushed. His face is mostly shadow in the lightless room, the cold 
glow coming from the laptop is reflected in his glasses. 


Tommy rubs his eye with one hand and extends the other. 


Wilbur's tipsiness is obvious in the way he sways the smallest bit when walking over and leaning 
down, in how he first captures Tommy's upper lip with his own mouth before adjusting 
downwards. Tommy can taste the bittersweet tang of wine, something vaguely lemony beneath. 


"Take me with you sometime", he murmurs. "Please, Wil. We can go out together. Gotta make sure 
you don't get lost somewhere, prick." J can't look after you like this. 


Wilbur lets him take off his glasses. He answers with a low laugh and a shake of his head and 
proceeds to stick his tongue into Tommy's mouth. Tommy finds he isn't awake enough to focus on 
more than one thing at a time, so he tries to relax into the kiss, lets himself be guided by Wilbur's 
hand on the back of his head, closes his eyes for good with a sigh. 


There's a hand on his dick soon enough. "May I?", Wilbur whispers right next to his ear, and 
Tommy shivers. 


"Got no bitches tonight, did you?", he giggles. Lifts his hips off the chair and up into Wilbur's 
touch anyway. 


Wilbur squeezes briefly. "I've got the only bitch I need right here with me." He says it with a 
confidence that feels so fucking filthy it makes Tommy's head spin. 


"Fuck. Okay. Please", he breathes. 


When he cracks one eye open again, Wilbur is slowly tugging at the bow of his sweats while 
slipping a finger beneath his own belt, then quickly flipping his wrist to open it. He takes both their 
dicks out in perfect unison. His self-satisfied smile looks a little dangerous in the dim blue light 
hitting it from the side. 


"You're such a fucking— ah, fucking show-off", Tommy comments. "And you think you're so hot 
and sexy for it. You're not, actually, let me tell you that much." 


Wilbur nods with overplayed enthusiasm. "I see. My blatant mediocrity must be the reason for why 
you've got a fucking boner already, then", he retaliates and swipes his thumb over the tip of 
Tommy's dick. It twitches between his fingers. Tommy can't help the whimper that slips out of 
him. 


"I get horny when I'm tired", he tries again. 


Wilbur drops to his knees before him, pushes Tommy's legs further apart. Presses a kiss to the 


inside of his thigh. He looks positively sinful like this— eyes harbouring a hungry gaze without 
direction that betrays the alcohol clouding his brain despite his earlier agency, lips curved as if one 
of the old masters had mistaken his face for a canvas. They're parted the smallest bit right there, 
inches away from Tommy's dick. 


Wilbur lets his mouth drop open further. 
".., you're awful", Tommy finishes hoarsely and buries a hand in Wilbur's hair and yanks. 


Watching his dick disappear between Wilbur's lips is intoxicating. Feeling his tongue swirl around 
the tip, press itself flat to its underside, nearly takes him out— and when Wilbur slides down the 
rest of the way and swallows around him, Tommy doubles over with a broken moan, fists a hand in 
the back of Wilbur's shirt. The space between their bodies is static already. 


Wilbur tries hard not to look like he's been halfway down to suffocation and back once Tommy lets 
him disengage, but his breath comes uneven, ragged. Tommy couldn't describe it as anything but 
beautiful. 


"Shit. Sorry, sorry, I didn't mean to hold you down", he blurts out and pushes a stray lock of hair 
behind Wilbur's ear as gently as he manages, briefly consumed by his own remorse. Wilbur urges 
him backwards with a hand to his chest to lean against the rest of his chair again. He shakes his 
head. 


"Shush, Tommy. Don't worry. Don't even think. I'll make you feel good, okay?", he whispers. 
"Close your eyes again." 


His mouth is warm and wet, and the room is dark, and every fiber in Tommy's body is endlessly 
tired and alight with need at the same time. Wilbur works him through it with a kind of patience he 
doesn't have when he's sober, slowly and so very thoroughly that Tommy can tell he's trying to 
compensate for his lack of mental presence. His fingers find their way back into Wilbur's curls, 
start rubbing circles into his scalp. Wilbur stretches up into it like some sort of oversized cat. The 
noise he makes fits that picture; something between a purr and half a sigh. 


And Tommy presses past the heaviness behind his eyelids to stare, for a moment. 


Wilbur's lips are shiny with spit just like the part of Tommy's dick that slides in and out of his 
mouth with the bob of his head. He's closed his eyes as well, and there's the occasional flutter of 
his lashes— a small, involuntary thing that instills awe in Tommy's chest like nothing else could. 
He's working his dick with one hand, cants his hips up into every downward stroke in a movement 
that looks too rash to be comfortable but has him shaking with delirious pleasure anyway. 


Tommy's laptop has switched to its screensaver at some point, a photo of him and Wilbur at the 
seafront. He remembers how pretty the sunset was that day, how it caught in the lines of Wilbur's 
face as if to mellow them out. Now, the light is less soft, barely touches Wilbur in the combined 
shadow of the desk and Tommy's legs except for a spot on his neck right above the collar of his 
shirt. It drips down his collarbone, disappears down his chest in a thin streak. 


Wilbur's lashes give another flutter, and this time, his eyes remain open. They glint with nothing 
but naked need. Tommy's hand moves downwards on its own, surely it does, and has him press a 
fingernail into the spot of light he's discovered. 


Wilbur moans around him, loud and long. His hand around his own dick goes faster. Tommy feels 
the vibrations of the sound all the way up to his spine, and really, it doesn't take more than that to 
push him over the edge— just the idea of affecting someone that much with how he feels— how 


good he feels. He gasps, high and clear, to drive that point home. If Wilbur wants him to be his 
bitch, here he is. 


He pulls back too early, gets a spurt of come on the corner of Wilbur's mouth. The way Wilbur 
smirks and fishes for it with his tongue makes his dick twitch all over again. 


And— Wilbur's face is a canvas. Tommy leans down to kiss him before he can finish licking all 
the paint off. He tastes salt. 


"You're such a menace", he tells Wilbur. There's no vigour in it. 


"You love me, though", is what comes back much too thin. Tommy wishes he weren't as tired and 
careless and could find it in himself to come up with some words for his friend, like you know I do, 
and no good night and no bad night will change anything about that, but pleasepleaseplease stop 
drinking anyway. Instead, he huffs, sinks deeper into the chair. 


Wilbur leans in anew to take his softening dick back into his mouth. He doesn't do anything with 

it, just attaches his lips to the base and presses his nose into the trail of curls leading up to Tommy's 
stomach and sighs dreamily. Tommy can feel saliva gathering on Wilbur's tongue until some of it 
escapes, slips down his shaft. Wilbur licks it up. He seems to have forgotten about his own 
erection, perfectly content to hold out on his knees for however long Tommy wants him to. 


It's like a whirlpool in winter, hot and tingly and amazing, and Tommy could fall asleep like this if 
there weren't something else nudging at the edge of his consciousness. 


"Wilbur. This is good. This is so nice. You need to move, though, because I gotta take a piss." 
Wilbur's eyes flick up at him, dark and glittery. He nods emphatically; he stays right where he is. 
"Huh— move, prick", Tommy orders a little louder. "Please?" 


He ends up having to push Wilbur off his dick with a finger on his forehead. Wilbur's lips, spit- 
slick, part around an annoyed sigh. 


"Just do it here", he says with a voice flat enough to tell he's trying to hide something. He doesn't 
close his mouth after he finishes speaking. 


Tommy laughs, short and croaky and still not loud enough to make the peculiar feeling that's sitting 
low in his stomach go away. "What the hell, Wilbur? I'm not gonna— I'm not gonna pee in your 
mouth." 


Part of him, only part of him, cringes internally. 


"Why not?", Wilbur asks, low and unfair. He's got a hand flat to Tommy's stomach before Tommy 
has a chance to catch on, and when he presses down, Tommy hears himself fucking squeak. The 
pressure on his bladder is sharp and sweet and curiously, indescribably good. He might have 
dribbled a little. Doesn't know. Doesn't want to look down. 


"Fuck, okay, stop— please, stop. Oh god." Deep breath in, deep breath out. 


Wilbur looks at him ruefully. "You don't have to if you don't want to. I'm sorry." He darts his 
tongue out to lick over his lips like he does sometimes when he's thinking, and Tommy has to avert 
his gaze. Seaside-him on the screen meets his eyes with an honest, open smile. Tommy shakes his 
head. This is embarrassing. He can't really be considering— 


"Can you try something for me, maybe? I promise you can leave if you don't like it. I mean, 
obviously. You can always leave. Just— please?" 


Wilbur's voice is so full of conflicting emotions that Tommy couldn't keep up even if he were fully 
awake. He's making puppy eyes at Tommy, too, and generally doing his best to look pitiful and 
lamentable, and Tommy reaches out on impulse to run a thumb over his lower lip in a meagre 
attempt to buy himself time. Wilbur exhales softly. There's no way he knows how devastating his 
warm breath feels against Tommy's hand. 


"Okay", Tommy murmurs. "Okay." 


He lets Wilbur pull him off the chair, stumbles a few steps toward the center of the room, yawns 
and unfolds his stiff limbs in a lavish stretch. Wilbur drops down into the chair in his stead and 
gestures for Tommy to sit in his lap. It takes some awkwardly charged shuffling until he's gotten 
his legs through the gaps between the backrest and the armrests to both sides of Wilbur's body. 
Wilbur's hands are on his hips, separated from his skin by the thin fabric of his shirt. The touch 
burns like fire anyway. 


Tommy hooks his ankles together behind the chair and pulls himself the final bit forward for their 
dicks to slide against one another. They gasp in unison, an octave apart. 


It's a stupid question, but Tommy speaks up anyway. "So. You want me to— like this." You've put 
yourself underneath me. You want me to get you fucking soaked. 


Wilbur nods. His eyes are wide, his body is still like a statue except for the way air rushes in and 
out of his lungs much too shallowly. This is new for him as well, Tommy realises. He's scared. 


"Am I doing this? God, I am. I am really doing this. I must love you an awful lot, Wil, holy shit", 
he rambles on for both their sake, just to fill the tense silence. 


And then it's his turn to press his hand to his abdomen. It feels urgent at this point, barely 
contained— and he doesn't need to try anymore— and when he pushes down on his bladder, hard, 
a spurt of liquid leaks from his dick, wets the tip. It glistens purple in the half-light. 


The groan Wilbur lets out strays far from human. Tommy can feel him shudder in the places they 
touch. 


"Yeah, fuck, that's it. Let go for me, darling. It's gonna feel so good— it's gonna make you feel so 
good ...", he murmurs, lost to the situation already. 


A hand settles on Tommy's back and starts rubbing gently. Tommy lets his head fall forward, 
nestles into the crook of Wilbur's neck, inhales deeply. He can't watch. 


Letting go feels odd. 


The best thing about it by far is the warmth. It's everywhere: soaking into his sweats, into Wilbur's 
jeans, dribbling onto the hardwood floor slowly at first, then in a steady stream. It sounds wrong, 
terrible, a little forbidden. The thought gets more to Tommy than he wants it to. 


He feels Wilbur's dick twitch against his own. Wilbur's hips have started stuttering upwards, again 
and again, accompanied by small punched-out noises that send electricity down Tommy's spine. 
The friction against his thigh is wet and sloppy and makes everything feel infinitely close. When 
Wilbur reaches down between them to wrap a careful hand around him, it's all Tommy can do not 
to jolt out of his grasp and make an even bigger mess. He opens one eye to peek, watches Wilbur 
adjust his dick so he's pissing directly on his own. It does something wild and hot to the haze in 


Tommy's mind, wrenches a broken whimper out of him. 


Wilbur's head falls back against the chair, exposing the long line of his neck to the light. Tommy 
hungrily presses his lips to the sharp jut of his Adam's apple. Wilbur's pulse thuds, thuds, thuds 
against them like it wants to jump out of his throat. 


He empties himself. 


The last few spurts require effort to push out. Wilbur's hand, tangled in his shirt by now, tightens on 
his back with every single one; a whine tears from the back of his throat when Tommy is done, 
something helpless and needy beyond reason. He scrambles to get a hand around his erection and 
starts jerking himself off near-violently. The tip of his dick peeks out red and angry between his 
strokes, glistening wet with— with Tommy's piss. 


Tommy groans. Yeah, that happened. It's not quite embarrassment. 


Wilbur spills between them with a strangled moan mere seconds later. His chest is heaving, his 
eyes are glazed over with bliss. A half-dried trail of water leads down his cheek; a small teardrop is 
sitting just above the corner of his mouth. Tommy kisses it away. He tastes salt. 


"You okay?", he asks quietly and presses closer. Wilbur shivers. 


"Yeah, I—", he starts. Clears his throat. "Yeah. You were— you're so fucking gorgeous, Tommy. 
So good for me. Fuck, man." 


Tommy feels a grin crawl onto his lips. "You liked that, didn't you? Fucking loved it. You weirdo." 


The only answer he gets is a deep sigh that finally renders Wilbur's breathing steady again. Tommy 
remembers how tired he is, has been before all this already, drained inside and out. The wetness on 
his thighs is lukewarm and starting to grow uncomfortable. 


He scrunches his nose. "It stinks", he says. "I'm not gonna be the one to get that smell out of our 
clothes again. And the chair. And the floor, god, the entire fucking room—" 


"Shh", Wilbur interrupts. "Least I can do. You gotta drink more water." He throws the can of 
energy drink that's sitting at the edge of Tommy's desk an accusing look. 


's from two days ago", Tommy murmurs. 
Wilbur laughs, fond and breathy. "Then throw it out, you twat." He wipes his hand on his shirt and 
buries his fingers in Tommy's hair. 


Tommy kisses him again, licks into his mouth sloppily. The aftertaste of alcohol is gone— there's 
only Wilbur's familiar homey scent mingled with fresh sweat; only Wilbur, painted sparsely with 
blue light in a dark room. Only Wilbur. 


"Don't fucking do that, man", Tommy whispers. "I'm gonna fall asleep on you. We gotta go and 
clean up." 


Wilbur doesn't move for the second time of the night, so Tommy decides to let it be his problem. 
There might be a thank you murmured discreetly into his hair while he's drifting off. It might be 
the beginning of a dream, too. 


End Notes 


thank you so much for reading! comments and kudos make me write! 


i have finally lost my piss virginity. god, it was about time. this is also the most lavish 
blowjob i've ever written, i think- 1 couldn't shake off the image of wilbur giving head for 
the past few days (because isn't it fucking delicious) and now i'm finding myself satisfied. 
mh 


if you liked this fic, feel free to check out the rest of my tombur works in this series! 


twitter 


Please drop by the archive and comment to let the author know if you enjoyed their work! 


